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of whom, the judges well knew, would care to cor-
roborate her story. They were soon to offer to invite
them to Rouen, if she so desired, as witnesses to the
incident. . . .
Even as she invented her ingenious allegory it was
becoming apparent that her watchfulness was diminishing;
the slips and discrepancies became more and more glaring
as she went on. The examiners had their record and she
only her memory; they were many and fresh, she alone
and tired. It often became difficult for her to remember
what she had admitted and what denied, nor did they
of course enlighten her. On the iyth of March, after
she had undergone over forty hours of questioning, she
finally gave way and told what she knew about the
Voices.
She was being asked again why she looked at her
ring before going into battle, and replied as before, for
love of the mother and father who gave it to her, then
added without being asked, as if voluntarily, "And
because I touched Saint Catherine with it."
Quickly la Fontaine was on her. "Did you touch and
embrace Saint Catherine and Saint Margaret?53
"Yes, both."
"Did they smell good?" This was a common trap
for infernal delusions.
"Yes, very."
"When you embraced them did you feel their warmth?"
In other words, had they bodies.
" I couldn't very well embrace them without smelling
and touching them." Her spirit and her good sense
were as yet unaffected.
"Did you embrace them above or below the knees?"
"It seemed more suitable to embrace them below . . .
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